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Poems 



in 



Just a few of the roses we gathered from the Isar 
Are fallen, and their mauve-red petals on the cloth 
Float like boats on a river, waiting 
For a fairy-wind to wake them from their sloth. 

She laughs at me across the table, saying 
She loves me; and I blow a little boat 
Rocking down the shoals between the tea-cups 
And so kiss-beladen that it scarce can float. 

IV 

Now like a rose come tip-toe out of bud 
I see the woman's soul steal in her eyes, 
And wide in ecstasy I sit and watch 
The unknown flower issued magic-wise. 

And day by day out of the envious bud 
My treasure softly slips uncurled, 
And day by day my happiness vibrates 
In wide and wider circles round the world. 

FIREFLIES IN THE CORN 

A woman taunts her lover. 

Look at the little darlings in the corn! 

The rye is taller than you, who think yourself 

So high and mighty: look how its heads are borne 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Dark and proud on the sky, like a number of knights 
Passing with spears and pennants and manly scorn. 

And always likely! — Oh, if I could ride 

With my head held high-serene against the sky 

Do you think I'd have a creature like you at my side 

With your gloom and your doubt that you love me ? 

O darling rye, 
How I adore you for your simple pride! 

And those bright fireflies wafting in between 
And over the swaying cornstalks, just above 
All their dark-feathered helmets, like little green 
Stars come low and wandering here for love 
Of this dark earth, and wandering all serene—! 

How I adore you, you happy things, you dears 
Riding the air and carrying all the time 
Your little lanterns behind you : it cheers 
My heart to see you settling and trying to climb 
The corn-stalks, tipping with fire their spears. 

All over the corn's dim motion, against the blue 
Dark sky of night, the wandering glitter, the swarm 
Of questing brilliant things: — you joy, you true 
Spirit of careless joy: ah, how I warm 
My poor and perished soul at the joy of you! 
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Poems 

The man answers and she mocks. 
You're a fool, woman. I love you, and you know I do! 

— Lord, take his love away, it makes him whine. 
And I give you everything that you want me to. 

— Lord, dear Lord, do you think he ever can shine? 

A WOMAN AND HER DEAD HUSBAND 

Ah stern cold man, 

How can you lie so relentless hard 

While I wash you with weeping water! 

Ah face, carved hard and cold, 

You have been like this, on your guard 

Against me, since death began. 

You masquerader! 
How can you shame to act this part 
Of unswerving indifference to me ? 
It is not you; why disguise yourself 
Against me, to break my heart. 
You evader? 

You've a warm mouth, 

A good warm mouth always sooner to soften 

Even than your sudden eyes. 

Ah cruel, to keep your mouth 

Relentless, however often 

T kiss it in drouth. 
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